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As often as we eatc* By th'Elemcnts, 
If ere againel meet him beard to beard, 
He's mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honor in't it had : For where 
1 thought to crufh him in an equall Force, 
True Sword to Sword : lie potchc at him fomc way, 
Or Wrath,or Craft may get him. 
Sol. He's the diuell. 

^/.Bolder,thoughnot fo fubtle:my valors poifon/d. 
With onely fuffring ftaine by him : for him 
Shaliflye out of it (elfe, norflecpe, nor fanftuary, 
Being naked, ficke; nor Phane,nor Capitoll, 
The Prayers of Pricfts, nor times of Sacrifice: 
Embarquements all of Fury ,fhall lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuftomc gainft 
My hate to Martius. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, eucn there 
Againft thehofpitable Canon, would I 
Waft my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th'Citie, 
Learne how 'tis held, and what they arc that mufl 
Be Hoftages for Rome. 
Soul. Will not you go? 

Auf. I am attended at the Cyprus grouc I pray you 
(*Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of it 
I may fpurre on my iourncy. 
SouU I (hall fir. 


The Tra gedie o/Qrioldnm 



Enter Menenim with the two Tribunes of the 
people ^Sicinius & Brutus, 

Men. The Agurer tels me, wee fliall haue Ncwcs to 
night. 

Bru. Good or bad? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not Martins. 

Sicin. Nature teaches Bcafts to know their Friends. 
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 
Stein, The Lambe. 

Men. I,to deuour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Martius. 

'Bra. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 
Men. Hee s a Beare indeede, that Hues like a Lambe. 
You two are old men, tell me one thing that 1 fhall askc 
you. 

Both. Well fir. 

Men. In what enormity is i*44r//*/poorein,thatyou 
two haue not in abundance ? 

Bru. He's poore in no one fault, but ftor'd withall. 
Sicin. .Efpccially in Pride. 
Bru. And topping all others in boafting. 
WUen. This is ftrange now : Do you two know,how 
you are cenfured heere in the City,I mean of vs a'th right 
hand File, do you? 

Both, Why? ho ware wecenfur'd? 

Men. Bccaufc you talke of Pride now, willyounot 
bean^ry. 

Both. Welhwcll fir, well. 

Men. Why 'tis no great matte* : for a very little theefc 
ofOccafion, will rob you of agreatdeale of Patience; 


Giue your <Kfpo(Ttio7is~th7^u^^ 
pleafures (at the Ieaft) if you take it u^Sf^tk 
being fo : you blame Martius for being lr^T l0 ^ ji 
Brut. We do it not alonc,fir. 8 P Ud ' 
Men. I know you can doe' very little a! 
helpes are many, or elfe your anions would°" C,f ° r 
drous fingle :your abihties are toI n fant-ll g f °*>« 
much alone. You talke of Pride: Oh,that v rdo °inp 
your eyes toward the Napes of your neck, 011 C ° uld < 
but an Intcriour furuey of your good f c l Ucs ' a * d *»k 
could. Ohth atvoii 
Both. What then fir? 
Men. Why then you fliould difcoucr, h 
mcnting,proud,violent, teflic Magift rates a ,7 cc of v n . 
as any in Rome. 6 ( all * s Fool es ) 

Sicin. Menenius, you arc knowne well ™ , 
Men. I am knowne to be a humorous vT^ h t00 ' 
one that loues a cup of hot Wine,with nor *a> ^ 
ing Tiber in't : Said,to be fomething imDe gy- 
ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder lit 0u ' 
triuiall motion : One, that conuerfes more ^ k P L Pon > t0 
tocke of the night,then with the forhead ofT cBut - 
What I think, I vtter,and fpend my malice in l'H 
Meeting two fuch Weales men as you are A ^ bfCath ' 
you Licurguffes,) if the drinkc you giue me tour? 01 Ca!1 
lat aducrfly, I make a crooked face at it I c my Pa ' 
Worfliippcs haue deliucr'd the matter well ilh 7> y ° Ul 
the Aflc in compound, with the Maior oarr If ] , finde 
bl«. . And though I mU ft b C conccntX /3ft' 
that fay ym arc rcuer end grauc men, yct they j ™ J c 
that tell you haue good faces, if you fee Z - w ly ' 
of my Microcofmeffollowes h thafl am k ^ 
nough too ? What harme can your beeforn S f ? 

<Bm. Come fir come, we know you well enough 
Maun. You know neither mee, yourfelucs „*«, 

legge, : you wcarc out a good wholefome Forenoon 
• hearing a caufe betweenean Orendge w.fe, andaFor fa 
feller, and then rejourne the Conrrouerfie of t hr«- . 
toafecond dayof Audience. When you mhcL, 

pmch d with the Colhcke, you make faces like Mum- 
mers.fet vp tbebloodicFlaggcagainftall Patience, and 
in roaring for a Ch f nber-pot, difmiiTe the Conrrouerfie 
bleeding, themoreintangled by your hearing : All the 
peace you make in their Caufe, is calling both theparticj 
Knaues. You are a payre of ftrange ones. 

Jru. Come, come, you arc well vnderftoodrobeea 
perfeaer gybtr for the Table.thcn a necciTary Bencher in 
the Capitoll. ' 

Men. Our very Priefts mufl become Mockers, ifthey 
fliall encounter fuch ridiculous Sabiefts as youare.when 
youfpeakc beft vnto the purpofe. It is not wootththe 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferuenot fo 
honourable a graue.as to fluffe a Bptchers Cufhion.orto 
be intomb'd in an Afles Packe-faddle; yctyou mufl bee 
faying, M«rtms is proud : whoinacheapc eftimation.is 
worth all your predeceffors, fince Deucalion, though per. 
aduenture fome of the beft of 'em were hereditarie hang, 
men. Godden to your Worfhips, more of your conrer- 
fation would infeft myBraine, being the Heardfmenof 
theBeaftlyPlebeans. lwiJlbe bold to take 
you. 

Bru. and Stic, vlfide* 

£ntei 
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The Tragedie of (jrioUnus. 


Enter VolHmin4 % VirgiUa^d Valeria. 

tin* now (my as faire as Noble) Ladyes>and the Mocne 
t (hee Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doc you follow 

* C ,!rEvesfofaft? 

P fdm. Honorable Menemus>my Boy Martins appro- 
u cs : for the loue of Imo let's goe. 

Menen. Ha? Martins comming home ? 

yolnm. I, worthy Menenius.znd with mod profperous 

aPP ]/!^» 0 Take my Cappc Ivpiter^nd I thankc thee : 
hoo,^ r ^ comming home ? 
lladies. Nay/tis true. 

folm. Looke,herc's a Letter from him,thc State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (I thinke; there's one at 
hontf for you. 

tfenen. I will make my very houfe recle to night; : 
^ Letter for me? 

Yfrgil. Y^s ccrtaincthere's a Letter for you,I faw't. 

iienen. A Letter for me ? it giues me an Eftate of fe- 
ucnyecrcs health ; in which time, I will make a Lippe at 
^phylicianrThemoft foueraignc Prescription in Galen, 
jsbut Emperickqutique ; and to this Preferuatiuc, of no 
better report then a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 

Virgil. Ohr.Ojno^o, 

Volum. Oh,he is woundcd,I thankc the Gods fort. 

ttwen. So doe 1 too, if it be not too much : brings a 
VicWie in his PocketPthe wounds become him. 

Velum. On's Browes : Menenm^tz comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen. Ha's he difciplin'd Auffidiu* foundlv ? 

Volum. Titus Lartiut writes.thcy fought together, but 
Aufdtus got off. 

Menen. And 'twas time for him too, lie warrant him 
that : and he had ftayM by him J would not haue been fo 
fiddjous'd, for all the Chefts in Carioles , and the Gold 
that's in them. Is the Senate poffeft of this f 

Volum. Good Ladies let's goe- Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha's Letters from the General!,whcrein hee giues 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre : he hath in this 
aflion out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Valer. In trothjthere's wondrous things fpoke of him. 

Menen. Wondrous : 1,1 warrant you,and not with- 
out his true purchafing. 

Virgil. The Gods graunt them true, 

Volum. True ? pow waw. 

Mene. True? lie be fwornc they are true : where is 
hee wounded,God faue your good Worfliips ? LMarthts 
is comming home : hee ha*s more caufe to be prowd : 
where is he wounded ? 

Volum. Ith'ShoulderjandithMeft Arme: there will be 
large Cicatrices to ftiew the People, when hee fliall (land 
for his place : he recciued in the rcpulfc of Taryuin feuen 
hurts ith'Body. 

Me*e . One ith* Neck,and two ith'Thigh,therc's nine 
that I know. 

Volum. Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentie 
fiue Wounds vpon him. 

Me»e. Now it's twentie feuen • euery gafh was an 
Enemies Graue. Hearkc,the Trumpets. 

A fbowt , and flour 'ifh. 

Volum. Thefe are the VChers of CMartim : 
Before him,hee carryes Noyfe ; 
And behmde him,hee leaues Tearcs s 


Dcath,that darke Spirit, iu s ncrui* Arme dceh lye, 
Which being adua:ic*d,dccliacs,and then men dye. 

Sennet. Trumpets found. 
Enter Cominius the General! \and Titus Latins: be- 
tweene them Coriohnus .crown d with an Gytken 
Garland, rrith Captaines and SohU 
dierS) and a Heranld. 
Herauld. Know Rome,that all alone Martins did fighc 
Within Corioies Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame,a Name to ^Martins Caius ; 
Thefe in honor followes tJMaruus Caius Coriolanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanus. 

Sound. Flourifh. 

AS. Welcome to Romc,renowned Coriolanus. 

Coriol. Normoreof this,ttdoes offend my heartipray 
now no more. 

Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother. 

CorhL Oh! you hauc,I knoWjpetition'd all the Gods 
formyprofperitie. Kneeles* 

Volum. Nay,my good Souldier,vp : 
My gentle nJHarttust worthy (Jains, 
And by deed-atchieuing Honor newly nam'd, 
What is it {Coriolanus ) rnuft I call thee ? 
But oh t thy Wife. 

Qorio. My gracious filence,hayle : 
Would ft thou haue laugh'd,had 1 come CcfhVd home, 
That weep' ft to fee me triumph? Ah my dearc, 
Such eyes the Widowes in Carioles were, 
And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 

Mene. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 

Com. And Hue you yet ? Oh my fweet Lady,pardon. 

Volum. I know not where to turne. 
Oh welcome homennd welcome Gcncrall, 
And y'are welcome all. 

Mene. A hundred thoufand Welcomes : 
I could wcepe,and I could laugh, 
I am light,and hcauie; welcome : 
A Curfe begin at very root on's heart, 
That is not glad to fee thee. 
Yon are three,chat Rome (hould dote on t 
Yet by the faith of men,we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Rallifc* 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
WcecallaNettle,but a Nettle; 
And the faults of fooles,bu: folly. 

Com. Euer right. 

Cor. Menenius, euer,euer. 

Herauld. Giue way there,and goe on. 

Cor. Your Hand,and yours ? 
Ere in our owne houfe I doe (hade my Head, 
The good Patricians muft be vifited, 
From whom I haue receiu'd not onely greetings, 
But with them,change of Honors. 

Volum. Ihaucliucd, 
To fee inherited my very Wiflies, 
And the Buildings of my Fancie : 
Onely there's one thing wanting, 
Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caft vpon thee. 

Coy. Know,good Mother, 
I had rather be their feruant in my way, 
Then fway with them in theirs. 

Com\ On,to the Capitall. Flourifh. Cornets. 

Exeunt in St ate % as before. 

Enter 


